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..and smile/ 


The beginning of many a friendship 
may be traced to a charming smile. 
And the thrilling charm of a smile 
may be traced to teeth—WHITE teeth. 
Every day chew delicious Dentyne, 
the gum especially made to keep 


teeth white 


teeth white and keep smiles bright. 

It also helps to keep gums firm, be- 
cause its extra chewy quality gives 
them extra healthful exercise. Money 
can buy no finer chewing gum 
than Dentyne. 








26 (931° ©cig 106270 C% 


JacK SHUTTLEWoRTH, Editor GeorRGE JEAN NATHAN RICHARD J. WALSH SiwneyY S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


A BANK CLERK has just admitted he [* being lenient with Gen. Butler the Axor HER depressing thing about see- 

4“ didn’t find it difficult to steal two Navy Department probably took ~* * ing so many apple-venders around 

hundred thousand dollars from a New _ into consideration his latest service to town is that some of them may decide 

York bank. The hard part came when his country. He crowded Clara Bow _ to write books of memoirs. 

he tried to find a safe place to de- off the front page. 

posit it. M:* SCHMELING was arrested on a 
Representative Watson has re- charge of hitting a man. Old- 

As those banks that were closed covered from an operation. At time ringside fans tell us they can re- 

** because of frozen assets must last a Congressman with something member when hitting men was not an 

have let the janitor handle their loans. definite to talk about! unusual thing for a prize-fighter. 
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St. Bernarp Monk—It’s a note from some lost Americans. They want to know if 
we can send them out a dozen ginger ale! 
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| GANGSTER ACTIVITIES 
Tx Chizziciti mob visited the Red Hook section of 


Brooklyn last evening and called on Mike Sapro, well 
known gin manufacturer. Mike's crowd plan to return th: 
call in the near future. 


AOR 


Tony Guzziminto, a collector for the Grabonani beer 
interests, was collected on Third Avenue yesterday by in 
ternes of the Bellevue Hospital. 


ie ot 


Magistrate Yivvitano has acquired a substantial interest J 
in the Hocksheim bail-bonding business. 

Three new patrol wagons have been added to the beer 
transportation department of the Cornpone Syndicate. 


A poker party was held in honor of the visit of “Gyp 
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Ruckstein of Detroit in the Hotel Epsom, New York City. . 
last evening. “Gyp” is reported to have lost seventeen JB 
grand and the lower part of his jaw. fe 
t The retirement of Piesta Magushla, prominent Jersey 
+t i hijacker, was announced in Tuesday's obituary columns. a 
ie Pa ae ee , . 
} Minnie Sxciwiczki, who was arrested on charges of walk 
Hh ing down the wrong side of Tenth Avenue, has been sen 
; tenced to two years in Bedford Reformatory by Magistrat: 
Silverspoon and fined $800 by the Vice Squad. 3 
: The first sign of Spring has been reported from Brook 
lyn, where a correspondent recently noted a flock of bullets 
; flying north on Fulton Street. 
| “Tony” Gigoloto has been made the silent partner of th: 
1] vegetable store he recently opened in the Red Hook district 
; i | of Brooklyn. The silencing was done by “Baboon” Mus¢ } 
letti’s crowd. —Dana L. Cottier j 
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; “Fellow Members, the vote stands fourteen to three that we continue to enforce the 

ee Eighteenth Amendment.” 
/ 2 
: 

















JUDGE 





Freedom and Weep 









































“7 ers, I want you to try and go to a 

night club tonight, John,’ Mrs. 
Biddy said. “I want you to get some 
of your cronies and try and get good 
and drunk. I want you to try and get 
a couple of blondes and make whoopec 
with them. I want you to try and see 
how much money you can spend on 
them. I want you to try and see how 





late you can come home. That’s all. I 
want to see you just try it!” 


—H. E. 
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Theater Note 


Primo Carnera has gone into vaude- 
ville. We understand he’s using the 
dance routine he had in the ring. 








Our friend, Sam Wing Hing, still is 
celebrating Chinese New Year down at 
his laundry, wringing out the old and 
a wringing in the new. 





And here’s how it is. If you are 
careful and save your money during 
good times you will be able to make 


een aah dial 
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Big Moment IN THE LiFe oF A DoorMANn 
He is mistaken for a general. 


loans to your relatives when a depres- 


sion comes along. 


Thoughtless Remarks 


|} ow’p you like one of 
our nice pineapple 
s indaes, Mr. Capone?” 

Mayor Thompson, Lord 
loops is here to see you.” 

If Sharkey hadn’t made 
i mistake, Mr. Dempsey, do 
you still think you would 
have won that fight?” 

Let’s organize a bank- 
ng business.” 

No, Premier Mussolini, 
i thousand times no!” 

Do you agree that we 
need a larger navy, Mr. 
‘ Brisbane ?”’ 

Mr. Wickersham, don’t 

think the President 

hould appoint another com- 

ssion to study the liquor 
situation ?”’ 

How about a little poker 
game, Clara?” 


YE ——E—a—— 











“General Pershing, your 
story of the war is perfectly 
adorable.” 

‘When do you predict the 
de pression will end, Mr. 
Mi llon a 

“Will you have grapefruit 
this morning, Mr. Vallee?” New York Soviet—Darling! The Revolution is under way! Today I kicked 

—H. H. D. a policeman’s horse! 
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The Barber at Home 


' A 
"| you have a hard day at the 
: shop today, John:” 
j ; Nope - 
$ “Did Mr. Throckmorton get his 
3 isual massage?” i | 
Uh!” 
Any pretty women get bobbed?” 
‘ Ump!" < 
Won't you have some more cutlets, a 
lear? By the way, how’s the new | 
inicurist getting along?” \ fs 
Ri—!” v4 
j Did vou read about last night’s ‘ 
| wkey game ? How did it come out?” fe : 
: Four-two.” y / 
J VW as the shine boy late again? | ~~ 
J Uh! 
¥] How many tips did you get?” 


i Pass biscuits e 








“Oh, hello!” 


{nd you don’t hear much about the 
i3-month ealendar these days. Its 
probably feel that 12 
months are enough, if they are the 
kind we had in 1930, 


proponents 





And that man who is contemplatin 
crossing the Atlantic in a rowboat wi 
have a fifty-fiftvy chance once he 
past the coast guard! 
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Guarp—Five? 


We got thirteen i 
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One-Way Trip 


BS ped said the traveling salesn an 
™ to the little 
boy, “can you tell me 


Tennessee mountain 
where your 
father is?” 

“Yes, sir, he’s down in the hollow 
making whiskey.” 


“Thanks. 


half a dollar to take me down where 


And now I'll give you a 
he is.” 
“Will you give it to me now ?” 
“T'll give it to vou when we get 
back. That’s fair enough, isn’t it?” 
“No, it isn’t, mister. You hain’t 
coming back!” 


Spring can’t be very far away. We 
saw a hitch hiker loosening up his 
thumb the other day. 


These Florida golf course bandits 


we've been about will get 


them 


reading 


what’s coming to once they 


tackle some golfer, niblick in hand, 


who has just taken five or six strokes 
in a sand trap. 




















SuPERINTENDENT oF Insane AsyLtumM—Did you get those five men that escaped? 
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American Tragedy 
By Rex Deane 


(Cate Perkins (Orv te his inti- 


mate friends) has been signed by 
the New York Yankees. Orv will be 
remembered for his sensational twirl- 
ing last season whilst a member of the 
Walla Gulch Mudhens. Orv says that 
Lefty Grove and Herbie Pennock will 
see a new fast one when he steps on 
the mound. Attaboy, Orv! The whole 

















town is pulling for you! 
—Tue Watra Guicu Bee 
Manager Magowan told the press 4 
vesterday that never before had he 
seen such a likely bunch of rookies as 
the Yanks have signed this vear. One 2 
in particular, Orville Perkins, a ; 
pitcher from Walla Gulch, N. M., 
seemed impressive. 
—A. P. Dispatcu 
t The Yankees have unearthed a gen- 
tleman by the name of Orv Perkins 
' from the far-off spaces of New Mex- 
‘ ico who promises to help the fans for- 
get the singular vagaries of Shoeless 
Joe Jackson and Rube Waddell, that i 
is, if he lasts that long. Orv seems 
to be a quaint soul at heart, and the 
boys in their own crude way are en- 
joying his little eccentricities no end. Process Server—Hot tempered, these borers! 
Orv arrived for dinner last night in a 
i tuxedo and a monocle. He wore Balx 
; Ruth’s uniform at his first workout 
; yesterday and need I say that this E 
/ careless gesture was well received by 
the members of the Varsity squad: j 
Orv also says that he can pitch... 4 
ia why bother? 
—Westaspok HaGLer | @ 
in “Sport Spots” 
; 
‘ The regulars and the rookies played 
their first game of the season at thi Q 


4 Sa 


Yankee training camp yesterday. Th: 
slaughter was stopped at the end ot 
the sixth when the Babe poled on 
over the right field fence. The rook- 
ies lost the pogrom, 18-4. Orvill: 
Perkins pitched for the losers. 
—Basepatt Dispatcu 


Orville Perkins is back in town 
“Those big leaguers haven’t got « 
thing,” Orv told ye Ed over a soda in 
Zeb’s drugstore last night. “They just 
couldn’t meet my terms, so I cam: 
back home.” Orville is taking a tem 
porary job in Joe Miller's filling ste 
tion and expects to do some dought) 
deeds for the Mudhens again th's 
summer. 

—Tue Watra Gutcu Ber 
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“Hey, barber, send a man out here to give me a haircut! 


6 




















rede + 





en ee ees en 





ea 





“Hey, you can only use that thing in case of fire.’ 


He Had Experience 


Yue stout, middle-aged gentleman 

rushed into police headquarters 
very much flustered. 

“The Chief! I want the Chief,” he 
exclaimed. 

A tall man of severe aspect, totally 
encased in gold braid, gold buttons 
and a golden hair on his shoulder, ap- 
proached. 

“I am the Chief—what can I do 
for you?” 

“My name is Carbuncle—I am a 
wealthy man. I got this note in the 
mail today—and I am afraid, terribly 
afraid.” 

The Chief took the dirty scrap of 
paper and read— 

“If you value your life you will put 
$10,000 by the rose bush in your gar- 
den before 12 o'clock tonight. If you 
don’t you die.” 

The gentleman in the gold braid 
placed his left forefinger to his right 
eyebrow. 

“T have it,” he said at last. 

“Get $10,000. Put it by the rose 
bush. I will be there, and when the 
man comes I will arrest him. Get 
me?” 

“That sounds simple,” said the old 
gentleman. “I'll do it.” 

When midnight came, a gentleman 
in gold braid and golden buttons was 
hidden in the garden. The gentleman 
who owned the garden was hidden in 
the house. 

Suddenly a deep baritone cry and 
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several pistol shots echoed and rever- 
berated through the night. 

“What is it—what has happened?” 
called the old gentleman, from the 
second story window. 

“He got away—he got away,” 
called a voice from the garden—‘‘and 
the package is gone.” 

“That’s all right,” said the old gen 
tleman. “There wasn’t any money in 
that package. I was a policeman once 
myself.” 

—Rosert C. SHIMMIN 


Crime Note 


The trouble with Chicago is that 
everybody’s on the spot but the 
police. 


We don’t know which makes for the 
duller evening—a woman telling about 
the removal of her appendix, or a man 
telling about his stock market opera- 
tion. 


IN 
yl 


“You’re lost, huh? Who takes care of you?” 
“The Guardian Trust Company, sir.” 
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Shoe store salesman letting customer out to try shoes. 
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“From now on I’m going straight—I’m gonna open up 
a nice, quiet speakeasy.” 


THE BATTLE 
OF THE CENTURY 


If David and Goliath Had Fought Today 


M*»* fight followers on the inside will not be surprised 
if “Sling-shot” David, welterweight, and “Hippo” Go- 
liath, heavyweight, are banned from taking part in further 
contests under the jurisdiction of the Jordan Valley Boxing 
Association. It is well known that a great deal of money 
changed hands when Goliath, a ten-to-one favorite, took the 
count in the first round in his recent mix-up with David. 

It is now being whispered about that several notorious 
gamblers from Egypt, known to have fixed the Daniel-in-the- 
lions’-den fake, were seen in Goliath’s tent the evening before 
the event, and that Goliath’s bank account has suddenl; 
become much fatter than his cut of the gate receipts would 
lead one to expect. It is not for your correspondent to sa) 
whether Goliath deliberately took a dive to the canvas, but 
several recent bouts in which “Sling-shot” David has figured 
have had rather dubious outcomes. 

To put the matter baldly, David’s reputation has been 
built up by a series of questionable victories over third-rate 
set-ups, many of whom haven’t beaten a first-rate boxer in a 
hundred or a hundred and fifty years. Goliath, moreover, has 
shown an inability to “take it” on several previous occasions. 
Incidentally, Goliath’s claim that he was fouled three times 
before David knocked him out has not added any savoriness 
to the whole affair. 

Don’t Bet on Ficuts! 
—Parke CumMINGs 
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IN ANCIENT TIMES 
Ye Friendly Argument 
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The Inside Track 
A crowD had already gathered 


around the lean, loud man on the 
soap box when I Politely 
elbowing my front, I 
attentive ear to his ha- 


arrived. 
way to the 
cocked an 
rangue. 
“Worry,” he was shouting. “Worry. 
My friends, you don’t know what 
worry is yet. You think times have 
been hard, do you? Wait, my friends, 
just wait until they give us this five 
day week of they prattle. 
Then, ladies and gentlemen, we will 


which 


have something about which to grieve. 


Who wants a five-day week, my 
friends? Do you want it? Do I want 
it? No! What will it mean? Ruina- 
tion! Absolute ruination, my fellow 
men. Who 


But by this time I was beginning to 
get just a little bit curious. “Say,” I 
asked the fat woman who was stand 
ing on my left foot, “just who is that 
guy?” 

“Who is he?” she replied, ‘don’t 
tell me you haven't heard of Rocco, 
the world’s champion six-day bicycle 
rider?” 

—C. D. G. 


Modern Simile 


Difficult as taking Gandhi 
from India. 


away 


“Wet or dry?” asked the barber, as 
he started to comb the Senator’s hair. 
That was two weeks ago. The Sena- 
tor still is talking. 


And it seems strange that no taxi 
company has kept up with the times 
by painting its cabs like backgammon 
boards, 
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NAUTICAL 
INSTRUMEM 
So 
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“Quit boxing that compass,’ 
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meeting of the Bar Association! 
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“Gee! 


awYER—But, dear, I am 
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roared Capt. Flint. 
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I thought he was still givin’ dictation! !’ 





at a 









































To My Secretary 
Amaivextrovs lady deftly 


Playing keys on your Corona, 
Typing rightly, typing leftly, 
While you smile like Lisa (Mona): 
Fair to view you are—yet dwell on 
What it is I have to tell: 
You can never cast a spell on 
Me till you have learned to spell. 


On your wages, I’m aware that 
You support a crippled brother; 
Also, there’s a weekly share that 
Goes, I understand, to mother. 
Oh, your courage in a tight place 
Thrills my soul—my opties blur! 
Oh, your heart is in the right place! 
How I wish your commas were! 


—Morrie Ryskinp 


It Shoots First 
Rudy Vallee isn’t the only ene 
threatened by the grapefruit menace. 
We can’t sit down to breakfast with 
out being attacked by one. 


And our wife not only can hit a barn 
door, but she can keep right on going 
and hit the wall opposite, as well. 


The first alphabet soup—when th« 
cannibals ate Prof. Percival 


A.S., AM. BS., Fa.D., DD. 


Jones. 


Deserving 


Investigator, spare that judge; 
When woes came fast and thick, 
He didn’t disappear 
Or say that he was sick. 


—R. C. O’Brien 
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Tardy Laurels for Forgotten Brows 


By Dr. Seuss 
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B-P-Hor Wizarp at Last REvEALED! 
ics — _— HE old theory that the game of Beans-Porridge-Hot was 
Pur Orieinator or tHe Ditto "Raeees by Alaskan Indians was patch woe. quashed 
ae Munich comes the news that the Inventor of the last month by the Thinsen-Hurlidigh Expedition for Con- ’ 

Ditto has at last been discovered. He is Herr Gustav clusively Quashing the Theory that B-P-Hot was invented 

Ditt, and the original ditto marks still appear on his upper by Alaskan Indians. In the far Klondike they found “Lone 

lip whenever he smiles. Too lazy to beckon waiters by Tod” Welch, who for forty years has amused himself with 

l. ; hand, Ditt signals them with a broad grin that separates a B-P-Hot playing machine of his own devising. And all 

his moustache in twain. As he has been drinking since °97, this while the plagiaristic Indians have nabbed the credit! 


twe black jots are not universally symbolic for, “One more 
just like the last!” 
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KELP THE CRUSADER 

N@ has the U. S. faced a worse crisis than in °87, after the invention 

of the Jack-in-the-Box. It had become a fad over night, and everyone 

a was having a whale of a time when someone asked, “What is its plural?” 
: “Jack-in-the-Boxes!” claimed some. Others hotly insisted, “Jacks-in-the- 

Box!” Civil war seemed inevitable, when Zeke Kelp’s Crusade won a com- 

promise on, “Jacks-in-the-Boxes.” Unthanked for forty-three years, Kelp 

v will be honored next week when N. Y. City unveils a hydrant in his name. 
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Harp To PLease 
“The appellant was con- 
victed of forgery, his 
punishment fired at two 
years’ confinement in the 
penitentiary, and he is 


very much dissatisfied.” \ ity 
—Lawless v. Com 


— 
, ow 
monwealth (Ky. "Ty x 
4 7 
f 





1925), 270 S. WW. 
A New Svupsstirvute ror Butter 745. 
“The defendant, Mintz, will be re- 
strained from selling pickles, but 
not from serving them with meals 
as a substitute for butter.”—Rusa- 
lem v. Borger 
(N. Y. Law Jour- 
nal, June 20, 


1922). 
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Ciearty DescriBepD 
“From the days of Socrates and Xantippe, men and women have known 


what is meant by nagging, although philology cannot define, or legal 
chemistry resolve it into its elements. 


Soft words but increase its velocity, 
and harsh ones its violence. 


Darkness has for it no terrors, and the long 
hours of the night draw no drapery of the couch 
around it....In the words of Solomon, ‘It is better to 
dwell in the corner of the housetop, than with a brawl- 
ing woman in the wide house.’”—Wilkinson v, Wil- 
kinson (Ga., 1925), 125 S.E. 856. 


Bitv’s Error 
“Bill Burdette had for- 
merly been a resident of 
Kansas, and while there 
placed a pretium affec- 
tionis on a set of har- “On with THE Dance” 
ness; and in conse- “Both defendant and decedent at- 
quence he was for a time tended this dance. There was also present in per- 
forcibly secluded from son that ubiquitous guest, ‘John Barleycorn,’ with 
ordinary social inter- out whom it would seem to be impossible to properly 
course.” —State v. May carry on or ‘pull off’ the genus country dance with 
(1897), 142 Mo. 140. the requisite pomp and circumstance.”—State v. 
Conley (Mo., 1914), 164 S.W. 193. 
NOBLE DECISIONS 
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Crisis 

s this lame-duck Congress limps 
towards its close, impatient citi- 
zens are prone to ask, “What's 
ll the quacking for?” No matter 
what a short session does, it always 
does too little and does that little 
badly. But if we look beneath the 
surface of legislation and debate, we 
see undercurrents of vast importance 
which suggest that even such a squab- 

ble as this is history in the making. 
Forces stronger than the Senate, 
stronger than the President, stronger 
than any man or group of men, are 
shaping our destiny. What a complex 
Unemployment. Drought. 
Bank failures. Prohibi- 
tion. Crime. Fear of Russia. War 
debts. Nobody 
in particular is to blame for this un- 
lucky conspiracy of human nature in 
contrary mood and Mother Nature in 

crue | mood. 


of factors! 
Depression. 


Rumors of new wars. 


For the first time in history we are 
hard hit at the very moment when we 
Always before 

been 
They are 
probably strong enough now, if we 
strain them to the utmost. But it is 
not to be wondered at that govern- 
ment is asked to do the unprecedented 
in the way of appropriations for re- 


] 


lief and doles. 


were already hard up. 


private resources have strong 


enough to carry us through. 


This policy is urged 
by a powerful alliance of Congress 
men, which in the next Congress will 
be even more powerful. We have a 
President who sees grave danger in 
laying new burdens and _ responsibili- 
ties upon the national State. And we 
have a growing body of expert opinion 
that sees no solution except 
planning on a grand scale, either by 
the government or by the joint action 
ot our great industries. 


social 


That is why the struggle through 
which we are passing may prove his- 
toric. Political crises are usually of 
scant importance to the plain people. 
This one finds us at the crossroads, 
and its outcome may well affect pro- 
foundly our economi¢ future. 





Three Days a Week 


O* THE workingman’s 


there appears a patch of bright 


horizon 


blue sky no bigger than a man’s 
hand—say a horny, grimy hand, 


knotted with toil. A Three-Day So- 
ciety has been started in St. Louis. 
Members are to pledge themselves to 
work only three days a week. This 
idea grows out of the storm of un- 
employment and depression. But it 
may be prophetic. Theoretically we 
know that the Machine Age is in- 
evitably reducing the need for human 
labor to an extent undreamed of a 
decade ago. ‘The five-day week is al- 
ready definitely in prospect in some 
industries. No less a person than 
Henry Ford has set up the four-day 
week as a practical possibility. It is 
high time to begin to look beyond to 
the idea of a three-day week. And 
of course, on the long curve of human 
affairs even that is not the ultimate. 
Engineers already know how to master 
production so that all the wants of the 
world can be met with the expenditure 
of a fraction of our present muscular 


effort. What we haven’t begun to 
solve is the fiscal problem - -how to 


finance the machines and how to dis- 
tribute the wealth they produce to all 
consumers. 


Muddling the Public 


Arrive Krock puts his finger on 
. one of the sorest spots in Wash- 
ington when he says that there is at 
present “‘a curious lack of the simple 
ability to say a thing clearly the first 
time.” Officials have a habit of ex- 
plaining in second and third state- 
ments what they intended to say the 
first time. “One good copyreader,” 
he says, “might be worth more to 
Washington just now than three sec- 
retaries.” For one example, he cites 
Payne’s inept phrasing of 
the reasons why the Red Cross did 
not want a Congressional appropria- 
tion. For another, President Hoover's 
strangely confusing message about the 
Wickersham report. 
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We have long been used to public 
men who don’t mean what they say. 
It’s almost as bad t 
can’t say what they mean. 


have men who 
As if the 
poor old citizenry wasn’t sufficiently 
muddled already! Or perhaps that’s 
the idea. 
* * ma 

Gomzsopy at Purdue has worked out 
KX the specifications for a student 
who is sure to make high marks. The 
paragon is a composite of the follow- 
ing: 

An only child. 

Son of a professional man. 

Younger than the average. 

Graduate of a big city high school. 

Studying 
chemical engineering. 

Fine. 
grades that would be attained by a 


agriculture, science or 


Now who can estimate the 


student who was: 

The elder brother of five sisters. 

Son of a bootlegger. 

Fired from six prep schools. 

Studying Greek and logarithms. 

Educational research is just won- 
derful. 
get a degree and a sheepskin just by 
filling out a questionnaire without 
going to college at all. 

* ¥ * 


Some day we may be able to 


Gortry asking a Boston audience for 
“something to remember you by,” 
Rudy Vallee got it in the form of 
juicy grapefruit. It missed, but he 
pleased. “If one of the 
grapefruit had struck my saxophone,” 
he said, “it might have knocked my 
teeth out.”” And, as all the girls know, 
that would have been too bad. A Har- 
vard freshman was expelled as a re- 
sult of the incident. He denied that 
he threw the fruit. But suspicion ran 
strongly against him, especially when 
Rudy himself revealed that he had 
performed at the young man’s house 
The freshman of to- 
day would have been a mere lad then. 


was not 


some vears ago. 


A boy’s soul is impressionable, a boy’s 
memory is enduring. Some will wish 
that a boy’s aim were better. 


R. J. W., 
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JUDGE 
ae PUBLIC RELATIONS COUNSEL 


By Carroll Carroll 


Danpoy Hanpy Canpy Bars, Ine, 
Inter-Office Memo 
From: J. A. Tishweiler, Pres. 
To: All officers and department heads. 
Re: Publicity. 
Is a day or so our Department of Public Relations, unde: 
Mr. Bernard Gobel, will swing into action. Mr. Gobel has 
hitherto been associated with such high-class products as 
Florenz Ziegfeld and knows the publicity business from A to 
Z and from the ground up. I am convinced that it is only « 
matter of time before he makes the entire country thorough] 
Dandy Handy Candy Bar conscious. But Mr. Gobel is only 
one man with only one head, so I suggest that all you depart 
ment heads get behind him, as more heads 
are always better than one. Therefore | 








would like you all to devote a little thought 
to our publicity problem which will in 
crease our business and gear our sales to 
1931 prosperity. J. A. Tishweiler. 


Danvoy Hanpy Canpy Bars, Inc. 
Inter-Office Memo 
From: Orville Munix, Sec’y. 
To: J. A. Tishweiler. 
Re: Gobel. 





I po not want to be the one to throw + 
wet blanket on Mr. Gobel, but it does 
seem to me that we are taking a big chanc: 
letting a man who has been associated wit!) 
show girls handle our bars. Dandy Handy 





“And make me up a corned beef sandwich to take out.” 


Testimony 

: Asp, furthermore, yer 
* 4 Honor, these defendants 
are members of the Young 
Communists’ Party. When me 
and me brother officers came 
upon them they were gath- 
ered in the middle uv the 
street, shouting, running back 
and forth and engaging in ac- 
tivities against the church.” 

“Just a minute, officer! 
What did those ‘activities 
against the church’ consist 
of?” 

“They wuz playin’ hand- 
ball against it, yer Honor!” 


Some day there is going to 
be an investigator appointed 
to investigate the investiga- 
tions of an investigating com- 
mittee appointed to investi- 
gate the investigators of an 
investigation. 








Candy Bars have always been clean, good 
and wholesome. There has never been th: 
slightest bit of scandal connected with 
them. Isn’t publicity likely to lead to 
scandal, and where will that end? Dandy 
Handy Candy Bars go into homes with 








The young man who asked her father during the business depression. 
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children like your home and mine. Will 
they continue to if a scandal should 
rear its ugly head around them? 
Think twice about this Gobel, I say. 
Yours for 1931 prosperity. 

Orville Munix 


Danby Hanpy Canpy Bars, Inc. 
Inter-Office Memo 
From: D. Loth, Treas. 
lo: J. A. Tishweiler. 
Re: Publicity Angles. 
] HAVE been reading the Saturday 
Evening Post lately and see that 
en like Charles Schwab and Eddie 
Cantor and other big captains of 
industry are writing their autobiog- 
raphies. Now if Mr. Gobel could 
irrange for the Saturday Evening ai 
Post to print your memoirs of, let us “Wake up, Ham—it’s ten-thirty!” 
say, your forty years in the five-cent 
candy bar business, I think it would 
boost Dandy Handy Candy Bar sales. 
It ought not to be hard to arrange be- 
cause we would give them the articles 
for nothing. Do you see eye to eye 
with me on this? 
: D. Loth 


{ 





note, and it will be written on the in- 
side of a Dandy Handy Candy Bar 
wrapper. This would get the name of 
Dandy Handy Candy Bars in every 
newspaper and would not cost us 
much, as we would not have to pay 
the girl a big sum for her time because 
she would not be taking any time from 
her regular work anyway, as_ she 
would be out of a job and the public- 
ity she got would probably get her a 
job, so she really should do it for 
nothing. Can’t you just see the head- 
lines like, for example: “Show Girl 
] } THINK I have a fine idea. Get Mr. Attempts Death, Leaves Reason on 

Gobel to get a hold of one of the Dandy Handy Candy Bar Wrapper?” 


h | 4 girls who used to be in the Follies and pomsd \ ~~ Ichabod Mindling 


ee 


Danpy Hanpy Canpy Bars, Inc. 
Inter-Office Memo 
‘ From: I. Mindling, Vice-Pres. 
; To: J. A. Tishweiler. 
$ Re: Reading Notices. 








o ia who is now out of a job. Have her \ 
, go out into the park and walk into the Danpy Hanpy Canpy Bars, Inc. | 
i lake just as a policeman is going by “Are you going to take the Tateef Mine Meme \% 
<0 that she will be saved and not umbrella too, Henry?” . - : a 
: : as J* : : om: field Stong, Sales Mgr. 
really have to drown. Now the point “Oh, sure; just stick it behind haat pigeon . es hlaeainaiia as 
is that in her bag is found a suicide my ear.” To: J. A, Tishweiler. 


Re: Publicity Ideas. 
Notice all the columnists use 
poems and I have a niece in Chilli- 
eothe, Ohio, who writes them. I’ve 
heard that publicity men know all the 
columnists, so I was just wondering if 
maybe Mr. Gobel couldn’t help my 





niece to get some of her poems in 
Walter Winchell’s column or some- 
where. She could mention Dandy 
Handy Candy Bars in the poems. 
Also could Mr. Gobel get some free 
passes to some theatres for when I 
have to entertain buyers? This would 
be good publicity for the theatre be- 
cause all the buyers would tell their 
friends back home what a fine show 
they saw, and when their friends came 
they would want to see the show. 
Will you contact Gobel on this matter 
for me, as I have to take a swing 
around the Eastern territory? 

Duffield Stong 
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“Whatcha lookin’ for, Mister?” 
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GEORGE J] 


HE dreadful bucket of garbage 

called “In the Best of Families,” 

shown for a few days several 
weeks ago at the Bijou Theatre, was 
exactly the kind of play that a censor- 
ship, if we had one, would get terribly 
worked up about. It is only for this 
reason, and because of the philosophi- 
cal titbits deducible therefrom, that I 
venture to mention the exhibit at all. 


Dealing, as the rubbish did, with il- 
legitimate offspring, with the minkish 
biological activities of a half dozen 
men, with an aged spinster who elabo- 
rately hinted that she had had her 
share of esoteric fun, and with dia- 
logue concerned largely with leering 
allusions to matters customarily re- 
served for dime anatomical museums 
and the Sunday sermons in our more 
fashionable churches, it is reasonable 
to suppose that it would have been pie 
for the indignations of official moral- 
ists and censors. With loud yells of 
wrath, with lengthy interviews in the 
newspapers, with much applause on 
the part of the clergy, and with Canon 
Chase, Mr. Sumner and the editor of 
the Christian Science Monitor serving 
congratulatory free pink lemonade all 
around, the hired smut-dousers would 
undoubtedly have earned their wages 
three times over in an expenditure of 
their zeal upon it. But, since official 
censorship was not yet in office when 
the play was produced, what were the 
sad results upon the susceptible mind 
of the public? They were just these: 
1., the susceptible and easily corrupt- 
ible public was so bored by the show 
that it couldn’t sit it out; 2., the dirty 
lines evoked only derisory and dis- 
gusted groans; and 3., the producer 
lost his socks on the enterprise. 

In order to corrupt a public’s mor- 
als—assuming that a play could do 
any such thing—it would be necessary 
for it to combine the persuasion of a 
gifted and clever philosopher, a very 
aphrodisiacal young woman, a couple 
of quarts of champagne, with maybe 
three or four Cointreaux as chasers, a 
Strauss waltz directed by Stokowski, 


0 














and a satisfactory assurance that one 
wouldn't have to get down to the office 
the next morning before noon. Well, I 
have been going to the theatre regu- 
larly for more than twenty-five years 
now—and I am no saint—but doggone 
me if I’ve yet seen a play, however 
much I’ve prayed for one, that had 
any substantial trace of that persua- 
sion. It would take a lot more hyp- 
notic writing, shrewd argument, agi- 
tating actresses and emotional can- 
tharides than the drama has thus far 
shown to ruin anyone above the intel- 
ligence quota of a censor or a married 
city magistrate. And when, as in the 
instance of such a cheese-piece as “In 
the Best of Families,’ the writing is 
plain lousy, the smut is as heavy as 
lead and the acting is godawful, the 
only conceivable person who can be 
or who actually is ruined is the poor 
dolt who has spent his money to put 
the show on. 


Such shows not only do not exercise 
an immoral effect, but really exercise 
an eminently moral one, for even the 
Icosest fellow gags at filth when it is 
shoveled at him in all its nasty smell. 
To be even mildly stimulating, dirt— 
like the heroine of Bernstein’s ““The 
Thief’’—has to put on lace undies and 
a few pink ribbons. One of the kids 
I used to play with in childhood days 
—a boy who promised to land in jail 
for rape, mayhem, bigamy and any 
number of such peccadilloes before he 
was twelve—grew up to be the only one 
of five sincere and honest ministers of 
the gospel that I know of in America, 
and all because it was his papa’s saga- 
cious practise in the lad’s nonage to 
take him around to the town’s miser- 
able bawdy houses and dives generally 
and let him disgust himself with what 
he saw. The old-time bawdy houses 
are no more, but the papas of today 
couldn’t do better than to buy out the 
house for such stuff as “In the Best 
of Families” and forcibly make their 
kids sit through it. If censors had 
any sense—which they have in the 
degree that jackasses have gold teeth 
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—they would encourage the produc- 
tion of these pornographic depres- 
sants instead of putting the lid on 
them. If they were honest, they would 
dig up the money from their own pock 
ets to subsidize plays of the kind by 
way of improving the community) 
morals. Charitably and in their be 
half, I herewith propose a subsidized 
community playhouse for the good of 
public morality. As a repertoire | 
nominate not only this late Bijou ex- 
hibition, but these other plays pro- 
duced during the last two seasons: 
“A Primer For Lovers,” “The Amor- 
ous Antic,” ‘The Unsophisticates,” 
“Love, Honor and Betray,” “Little 
Orchid Annie,” and “Made in France.” 
. = @ 
Apotuer exhibit—although one of a 
far different complexion—which 
developed violent symptoms of pruri- 
tus storehousibus soon after its curtain 
went up on the opening night was 
“Rock Me, Julie,” by Mr. Kenneth 
Raisbeck. The M. Raisbeck, it ap 
pears, is no low box-office fellow but 
one with a passionate impulse to do 
something in the way of drama that 
will earn him the accolade of the criti 
cal haut monde. That he would rather 
hobnob in the encyclopedia with th: 
O’Neills and Kellys than at bank di 
rectors’ meetings with the Shipmans 
and Hattons is evident. But that he 
still has a long way to go before his 
back will show bruises from encomias 
tic whacks is even more plainly evi- 
dent. 
Mr. Raisbeck who, I understand, is 
a sergeant-at-arms of Prof. Baker's 
play-brewery at Yale, suffers first of 
all from a vagueness so intense that it 
is impossible to figure out whether he 
is a genius or a Schafskopf. Either 
his meditations and ratiocinations are 
so intricately profound that the mer: 
layman cannot penetrate them, or 
they are so involvedly bewildered that 
they do not mean anything at all. In 
this, his first play, I believe, to b: 
shown on Broadway, he had a tale to 
(Continued on page 32) 
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or 


Little Helps for Homebodies 











Tue Brigut-eEyep NEEDLE SALESMAN 
" Y ov know, I don’t dare to keep a needle in the place. 
Only last month little Freddy Ives—next door—got 
i into his mother’s work basket and they had to call the 
I doctor. No, he hadn’t eaten anything, but he might 
4 have.” 
: , . . . b 
ie | “I’m sorry, but I get mine from my seamstress. Sh: ; 
| —poor soul—has had so much trouble with her feet, and Es 
all, that she deserves support. And her commission is so 
ie |i small, it’s a sin.” k: 
Si “What! You're selling needles? Tsk, tsk, tsk; I've : 
i got too many needles now. But I could use a few hay e 
599 - 
stacks. Do you carry them? Pi 
: if 
it “Have you any of those long-eyed needles, with the 
; gold head and the black dot on top? Well, that’s too 





bad, it’s the only kind I’ve ever used. Yes, it’s just 
habit, I suppose.” 





“Needles? Goodness, I’ve still got twelve packages 
I bought two years ago! They just don’t seem to break, 
or get lost, or anything.” 





“To tell the truth, I never sew any more. When 
things get holes in ‘em, I just throw ‘em away! I know 
it’s dreadfully wasteful, but somebody always picks them 
up, I suppose, don’t you?” 


“Buy needles? Why, the notions departments giv: 
away two packs with every purchase of a dollar or more. 
Goodness, catch me buying needles!” 





ee 


“Sure, I'll give you a lift if you don’t mind riding in 


the rumble seat!” —STANLEY JONES 
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“Aha! There’s just the man we need 
for Treasurer!” 

















Can I do 
nything for you, sir? - 
“No, thanks, I’m '¢s 


st looking.” 


\IANAGER 
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NEWS FLASHES FROM HOLLYWOOD 


pP ARANOIA are planning to make a film of “Green Pastures,” 

a play by Mare Connelly. The title will be changed to 
Eve the Temptress,” and the leading part will be played 
vy Gaya Lopez, Spanish beauty from Brockton, Mass. 


Herbie Harbock, Jr., five-year-old son of Herbert Har- 
hock, president of Wide World, will direct his first picture 
next week when “Thou Scarlet Woman” goes into production. 


Mr. Al Capone of Chicago was in Hollywood last week 
threatening to bring an injunction to restrain Edward G. 
Robinson from libeling him on the screen. But as R.K.O. 
officials announced that Robinson has deserted crook roles, 
Mr. Capone wired his injunction to stay in Chicago. 


Gregory Thatcher, who has played the réle of a detective 
in seventeen Hollywood productions, has been engaged for 
the forthcoming screen version of “Strange Interlude.” He 
will play the réle of the detective. 

Will Hays this morning ordered that all suggestive dia- 
logue must be cut from forthcoming pictures. The cut dia- 
logue is to be used in newspaper advertisements of the 
pictures, 


Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer have released the screen version of 
John Clayton’s prize-winning play. Mr. Clayton will be 
released from the California State Sanitarium as soon as he 
is fully recovered. 


ARTHUR SILVERBLATT 
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“Look at the poor idiot. He’s got the 
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SINGLE SPEAKEASY 
IN HAVANA! 





Another Letter From Mac 


Dear 


Junior: 


abi NDED sending you some scintil- 
lating copy from the S.S. Caronia 
but—m-m-m—well—you know 

winter sports on cracked ice. It 

seemed I no sooner walked into the 


heard a 
stateroom door and 
“It’s Tuesday, Mr. Machamer!” 
I walked off the boat. 

The only 
about the 


bar when I patter on my 
a steward saying, 


And 


thing that rides my mind 
voyage to Havana is the 


pippo fact that Naney Carroll, the 
lovely movie lady, met me. I had a 
wham dandy time tilting my beret to 


her as she hurried past. 

There really isn’t too much to say 
about Havana. So I'll begin at the 
beginning. 

I left the Caronia atmospherically 
donned in a snappy musical comedy 
Spanish bull fighter’s outfit. If I'd 
met a bull that would have 
thing else again. 
Big Sefiorita 
I'll say bye-bye 
seforitas I 


been some- 
My real bent was a 
Hunt. And right now 
to all that. The only 
met were fat Rumba 
teachers—Cuba is the Rumba seat of 
the world—and souvenir and chestnut 
salesladies. I continually clicked my 
castanets in disgust. 

After ten minutes of native 
gazing I hurried into the 
Hotel Nacional. 

“What,” I drolled to the bar-boy, 
“do I look in need of?” 

“A Dykaree, sir!” 

After of those, 


lady- 


bar of the 


several 


very lil’ 


Dy, ae” o 


Eeengleesh is able to be spoken in 
Havana. 

Now I’m going to tell you of just 
one Havana day. You are awakened 
by a Nacional Hotel corridor vacuum 
cleaner. Then you buzz recom service 
and order breakfast sent to your room. 
Then you slip into an 


lounging robe 


orange-hued 
and step down the hall 
Abbott’s room. The break- 
fast reaches your own room and you 
are out. A maid reports that you are 
in Mr. Abbott’s room and your break- 
fast is sent there. Meanwhile you've 
gotten Mr. Abbott up and you've gone 
to Phil Dunning’s room. 
breakfast reaches Mr. 
Mr. Abbott tells the waiter you are in 
Mr. Dunning’s room and your break- 
fast is trundled there. By that time 


to George 


When your 
Abbott’s room, 


you have gone to Arthur William 
Brown's room, where early morning 
beer is being served. Mr. Dunning 
sends the waiter and breakfast to 
Brownie’s room and by the time it ar- 
rives you are up in Nancy Carroll’s 
suite helping her acknowledge the 
homage of Cuban schoolgirls beneath 


her window. (I passed myself off as 
Fairbanks looks 
something like me.) 

Your waiter and breakfast 
finally reach Nancy Carroll's suite 
and you complain that it’s cold and 


Douglas because he 


your 
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send it Then you eat Nancy 
Carroll’s breakfast while she continues 
waving to the 


away. 


Cuban schoolgirls. 
So—back to your own room wher: 
you shower with the curtain outsid: 
the tub flood the Then 
you buzz the manager and complain 
there are no life- 
room. 


and place. 
preservers in th 
Then you dress and spend th: 
morning at Havana Country Club with 
a confused golf ball. It was really 
the caddy’s fault—my 103. He could 
understand only Spanish and I speak 
only a spattering of English. All the 
way round the course he kept asking 
When | 
caddy-master what 
-I know it 
The caddy-master said 
asking me if | 


me a question in Spanish. 
got in I asked the 
the boy had been saying 
by heart now. 
the boy had 
wanted to buy a dog. 

Mr. Harry Guggenheim, the Ameri 
can Ambassador to Cuba, invited m« 
to lunch along with eighty other of my 
friends. Grantland Rice answered 
Mr. Guggenheim’s speech for me and 
I went to the golf bar and drank a 
glass of milk—with egg and brand\ 
in it. 

So—back to the Nacional 
flannels, a pull-over, and a 
breasted brass-buttoned blue 
jacket. No shirt 
Deauville. No shirt 


been 


and into 
double 
yachting 
jussa searf a la 


stuff 


saved Tht 
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NANCY CARROLL ! 
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HERE ARE THE FINE HORSES \ PUT A $ EACH ON FOR YON AT 
ORIENTAL PARK —YOU CAN SEE THEY'RE ALL INDER-SugARED! 


money. I was not allowed in the rou- 
lette room of the Jockey Club at Ori 
ental Park Race Track, where I sat 
on the terrace and my new panama 
hat with Francis Wurzburg, Condé 
Nast’s left-handed man. 

Junior, laddie, I spread the five dol- 
lars you gave me to gamble with over 
tive horses. I regret to say that they 
were under-sugared—or something— 
they seemed to have no interest in 
their calling—I mean to say, if you 
know what I mean—they—m-m-m 
they lost. In the sixth race I put 
five of my ownest own on a ten t’one 
shot and J lost. Small world, isn’t it? 

So to the Casino Havana with Nancy 
Carroll. Once there we took three 
steps and a fellow in pale blue 
Hannels cut in. That was the last 
I saw of Nancy that night. I made 
my way to the roulette tables and 
in a few minutes I had seven thou- 
sand dollars in front of me and in a 
few more minutes I was even again. 
[ might just as well have stayed with 
my party and danced with Evelyn or 
Dorothy. To the Casino Bar with 
Evelyn, where we had plain ice water 
with a trickle of White Horse in it. 
Then Evelyn, grand sport, suggested 
we see the Rumba in its native move 
ment and off we went to La Verbena, 
which corresponds to New York’s old 
Pre Catelan. 

The Rumba balks description. I 
leave it to Arthur Murray. Suffice to 
say that Evelyn and I submitted to 
instructions and were then turned 
loose to Rumba alone. The natives 
went mad over the new dance we were 
doing. Huffily we left La Verbena 
for the more refinedair of Montmartre, 
which is so thoroughly New York of 








ATMOSPHERICALY DONNED, 
CALLED ,“SPANISH Love", 
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the present that we absentmindedly 
kicked our champagne bucket out of 
sight under our table. 

So to “Sloppy Joe’s,” a sort of un 
kempt Reuben’s, and aptly dubbed. 

Thence to the Nacional and out on 
a terrace to see the sunrise. 

Evelyn bade me goo’ morning. 

I changed to plus fours and left 
the hotel, tilting the ol’ beret to Nancy 
as she came in. 

On to the Golf Club where I 
shot 104! 

Havana, Junior boy, is gay! 

Chiddio, 
JEFFERSON MACHAMER 

P.S.—Drop by Tony’s and tell him 

I just can’t wait to get back! 


Eye-Queues 
A LITTLE girl reached her fifteenth 


year and decided to have a party. 
Her parents allowed her to invite a 
guest for each year of her age. She 
sent out invitations. All accepted. 
But the day before the party word 
came from two of her guests-to-be 
that they had been taken with the 
measles and would not be able to at 
tend. Accordingly, the little girl’s par- 
ents cancelled the whoopee making. 
Why? 

A mayor of a small town boasting 
five thousand voters was elected by a 


(Continued on page 27) 
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HARLES SPENCER CHAPLIN’s new 


movie, “City Lights,” does not 

prove any of the hundred and 
one things some of the boys have been 
claiming for it these past few years, 
but I don’t see just why it should. It 
has some very funny scenes in it, and 
they more than compensate for the 
price of admission. 

In a way it is fortunate that “City 
Lights” is supposed to be a “defiance 
hurled at the talkies,” otherwise | 
should have very little to write about. 
I'm not conscience-stricken at the idea 
of wasting your time and annoying 
the copy readers with a description of 
the number of times Mr. Chaplin falls 
into a lake, pulling a drunk with him, 
or of the magnificent sense of timing 
which makes the prize-fight dance a 
side-splitting affair, but since the boys 
have given me so many leads I might 
as well forego this form of idiocy for 
another and roll up my sleeves and 
discuss drama, and the fragile trag- 
edy that hangs gently over the work 
of Mr. Chaplin. 


\: you may have learned from the 
i United Press, International News, 
Associated Press, and five hundred 
thousand columns, “City Lights” is a 
picture without dialogue. It is not as 
ambitious as some of the earlier Chap 
lin comedies, and technically is almost 
old-fashioned—evidently the master 
has not seen many movies these last 
three years—but if you ever liked 
Chaplin you will find that he has done 
all his old tricks over again, carefully 
and painstakingly, and they were fun 
nier than ever to me. Unfortunately, 
Chaplin has underscored the ancient 
aria from Pagliacci heavier than ever 
and but for a naked exhibition of the 
man’s ego at the end of the show—a 
close-up that you will not soon forget 

-the picture would have been down- 
right messy. 

Even though Mr. Woollcott and Mr. 
Seldes may have convinced the famous 
comedian that he is a world force; de 
spite the fact that William Lyons 
Phelps probably will discover that 
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By 
PARE LORENTZ 


heartbreaking little Charlot is a sym- 
bol of the spiritual urge in a machine 
age—even though the artist may have 
tried to echo all this significance—bu- 
gling, I still can see no reason why 
“City Lights” should be treated with 
all the solemn pomp of a christening 
in a corporation laboratory. 


jn a business standpoint Chaplin 

would have been silly if he had 
made a talking picture. Harpo Marx 
draws a good salary for saying noth- 
ing, and because some unfortunate me- 
chanic learned how to photograph 
sound waves is no logical reason for 
Mr. Marx to change his style of enter- 
tainment. “City Lights” offers nothing 
new in the way of direction, lighting 
or musical accompaniment—‘‘Sous Les 
Toits de Paris” shows infinitely more 
imaginative direction. It proves noth- 
ing except that Mr. Chaplin is the 
greatest clown we have, and that’s 
enough. Personally, I don’t need sets 
by Urban and lighting by Ziegfeld to 
laugh my head off at W. C. Fields 
when he tries patiently to rid himself 
of a few sheets of tissue paper. 

I do take exception to the old joke 
about the drunk and the car in “City 








Recommended 


“The Bachelor Father’—A light and 
gay farce with the capable Miss Davies 
as the chief comic. 

“The Blue Angel”—A hackneyed plot 
with some excellent photography and 
a new German actress 

“City Lights”—Mr. Chaplin’s latest, 
which should be enough for you. 

“Cimarron”—An exciting and _ spec- 


tacular dramatization of the Edna Fer- 
ber scenario 


“The Criminal Code”—Fair  melo- 
drama, with some excellent acting 
“The Devil to Pay’—Ronald Colman 
as a successful prodigal son 

“Feet First”—A Negro comic is fun- 
nier than Lloyd. Amusing at times. 

“Laughter”’—Smart, gay, 
directed, written and acted. 

“Sous Les Toits de Paris” —Engaging 
and delicate French film well worth 
seeing if it comes your way. 


“Zwei Herzen Im % Takt”—Care- 
less German operetta, with the best 
music of the season. 


beautifully 
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Lights”—Chaplin’s 


gagmen cheated 
him on that one—and I believe that th: 
slowest movie audience will find th: 
pace of the sentimental scenes boriny 
and unnecessary. For all ef thes: 
things, “City Lights” is a damned 
sight funnier than the combined works 
of Amos 'n’ Andy plus all the talking 
comedies produced since 1928. 


[ to this point I have been utter], 

' selfish in enjoying my own superior 
understanding of the season’s most im 
portant production. I hope no fanati: 
tears this sheet from our family jour 
nal, prints extra copies and hands 
them out on street corners, because | 
earnestly believe that nothing would 
be more beneficial to the health of th: 
body politic than a hue and cry from 
the masses for silent pictures. I hoy 
the boys can prove to every art pa 
tron, drama lover and ladies’ aid sec 
retary in the land that “City Lights” 
is the most ingenious work of art ever 
devised by man and that it proves con 
clusively talking pictures are through. 

For three years directors and pro 
ducers have tried to think of some- 
thing to do with their expensive elec 
trical equipment. How glorious if Mr. 
Chaplin’s world-wide audience should 
rise as one man and say “Throw it 
away!” We then would be right back 
where we started, according to the 
Lewis theory; instead of Gary Cooper 
we would have Tom Mix; and instead 
of Hoover, the Northampton Oracle. 
Believe me, I would be willing to plug 
“City Lights” as a world force for al! 
I'm worth if by so doing we could 
achieve another industrial revolution. 


nv while I feel so genial, I want to 
congratulate Mr. Chaplin’s rep 
resentatives for the manner in which 
they handled the opening of his show. 
It was easy to get into the theatre and 
once in, there were no hoodlums in 
ermine and evening clothes to put on 
a Hollywood demonstration. Such « 


first-night was a much more amazing 
phenomenon to me than anything that 
was presented in the movie itself. 
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“One more push, Bert, and we're off!’ 
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JUST THE BEST TIME 
By Quentin Reynolds 


“y Tuar’s that, madam? What's 

the name of the curly haired 
floor-walker over there? Pul-leeze, 
madam—this is a stocking counter, 
not a matrimonial agency. Why, 
madam, the very ideah! You better 
drift along before I lose my temper. 
Drift along, lady, drift along.” 

My, Mamie, ain't he good-looking 
though? I hardly blame that cus- 
tomer for falling for him like that, but 
what nerve, Mamie; what nerve. But 
let me tell you about the new floor- 
walker. Now the fact of the matter 
is that he was tossing me plenty of “I- 
can-be-had-dearie” glances this A. M., 
but I sent him back plenty of ice. 

“What's the matter, Peaches?” he 
asks, giving me that haughty yet in- 
terested look. 

“Nothing at all, earache, except 
that vou are headed for a sock in the 
jaw at least,” I snaps very dignified. 

“T’ll see you later,” he grumbles. 

“No matter how much later it is, it 
will be all too soon,” I coo at the lily 
of the valley. 

“Meaning what?” he wants to know. 

“Meaning scram, hair-oil, disap- 
pear.” Now, Mamie, I wasn’t really 
sore at him, but after all you know 
there is only one heart-throb in the 
world for me, and that is my Jack, 
and all other men are just so many 
ripe olives to me, and there is nothing 
which I am so disinterested in as ripe 
olives. 


As” Mamie, I must tell you. Oh, 

it will smother you, Mamie, but 
do you know what? I and Jack are 
engaged. Yes, last night he asked, 
and now we are engaged. Well, 
Mamie, not exactly engaged but prac- 
tically engaged. I'll tell you about it. 
You see, last night I and Jack went 
out and oh, Mamie, we had just the 
best time. He came around to the 
house, and, honest, Mamie, if he 
wasn't a dead ringer for Ronald Col- 
man, I hope to have lumps in my 
mashed potatoes. And what do you 
think he had with him? Two tickets 
for a wrestling match. Why, my dear, 
you could have bowled me over with a 
cream puff, 

“This is a woild’s champeensh.ip 
wrastling match,” Jack says very dig- 
nified when I laugh. “And I could sell 
these pasteboards for a saw buck a 
copy, but instead I want to take you.” 

Now, there was a picture up at the 
Flatbush, called “Aching Hearts,” 
which is a soulful drama of mother 
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love, intrigue and human _perfid) 
which I had wanted to see, but as long 
as the wonder boy wanted to go to th: 
wrestling match, why it was okay with 
me, as I always believe in meeting 
people half way. 

You know that Jack is working at 
the Plumbers and Mechanics’ Bridg: 
and Whist Club, and yesterday after 
noon a gentleman came into the plac: 
and had a few. He turns out to be a 
party named Honeyboy McClain, and 
he is very moody. 


Anynow this McClain turns out to 

be a gentleman who is the man- 
ager of a wrestler named Stanislaus 
Zirenko. Jack tries to cheer him up. 
“Brace up, pal,” he says. “There's 
nothing to worry about as long as the 
keep on making good beer. There are 
plenty of apples around in case a man 
loses his job. The restaurants ar 
full of good food and all a man has 
to do to keep prosperous is to keep his 
money out of the bank and his feet 
on the ground.” 

“Listen,” says Honeyboy McClain, 
“and I'll tell you why I feel bad. 
Last week my wrestler, Stanislaus 
Zirenko, who is a Russian, wrestled 
the champion. Now that ain’t exactly 
right, as my wrestler is not really a 
Russian and his real name is Louie 
Marino, but this year Russian wres 
tlers are drawing so I made a Russian 
out of him. Well, he is wrestling the 
champion and he is tossing that big 
Greek all over the place. I have vi 
sions of making a million dollars. The 
two of them are all wound up in th: 
middle of the ring when suddenly my 
wrestler gives a yell and collapses. 
The champion just pins his shoulders 
to the mat and it is all over. Am | 
mad? Say, I could crush a grape. 

“You big bum,” I tell my man. 
“You had the championship right in 
your mitt and then you collapsed. 
What’s the idea?” 


COULDN’T help it,” he says. “Wi 

was all wound up in a knot there 
on the mat, and I look up and right 
above me is a big thick ankle.” 

“Why didn’t you bite a chunk out 
of it?” I yell at him. 

“T did,” he bellows, “but it was me 
own.” 

“That’s why I am disgusted with 
wrestling,’ Mr. Honeyboy MeClain 
tells my Jack. “Can you imagine a 
man being so dumb that he bites « 

(Continued on page 26) 
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The “Fraid Cat 
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chunk out of his own leg? And th: 
champion is wrestling tonight again 
| if you can use a couple of tickets.” 


L 





\ / D) 5 ( 

\| €fere Von Phere 5 DSi xcocmeraus Se Jack took the tickets and that is 
Germany while climbing 9 renshe how we happened to go to the 
peak in the 5 rolean Alps OR on mn wrestling matches. Phe main bout 
atlas. “Medina Duct 4. a Saee was: between the champion and an 
, se m a y Italian named Tabasco. But Tabasco 
on eagles eggs, sprouted feathers, grew wasn’t so hot, and the champion start 
wings and flew back +e civilization only ed to toss him all over the place. Onc: 
to be shet: by mistake for a Turkey- buzzard he took Tabasco and threw him right 

5. 5. Steck out of the ring almost into our laps. 
SBowen . Conode. “Is that fun?” Jack asks him as le 


picks himself up. 








, “Faith, ‘tis better than carryin’ a 


9 


Vl Aarmn 1 


ONUS Ae crosseyed hod,” says the Italian. By now I am 


'e ¢ beginning to suspect that there is 
bird-dog belonging fo Gen something phoney about this wrestling 
MS Whoopee of Livingsfone Manor business, but at least it is a good show. 
NY. once pomled at a quail So Suddenly the champion and Tabasco 
strenuously he split his tail get sore at each other and start slap 
a ping one another all over the joint. 

eg ee The referee tries to part them, but 

Corel Unoversily they don’t want to wrestle, they want 
to fight. Everyone is practically in 
sane, up on chairs and yelling. I was 
that excited I find myself with on 
arm around the neck of a gentleman 
who was on my left. Suddenly th 
champion grabs our boy friend and 
bangs him down. Then he pounces 
= SS = | on him and it is all over. I tell you. 


—y - Mamie, I am limp. I feel like a three 
Olie fut a corttortionist, From South . _ vate wteiaalamd 

, Indiana, twisted himself so much Hans Bohunk of Watertown } — 
he turned into a prefzel on the ® of Jast Mo., can balance six I TURN to my Jack: That was bet 
November, Since en he Speaks nothing but drops of water on too ter than going to the movies. 

German . ; of each olker “Babe,” he says, “you can bet it 
pod ng EP Morrison, U.S.Veleven Hesprtal was better than going to the movies. 
a oe Ee But listen, Babe, when we get hom: 

Send your ideas for “Don’t You Believe It” to Prof. Nate Collier. there is something I do want to tell 
He will pay you $1.00 for any he can use. you.” 

Well, Mamie, I knew what he meant 
right away, but I could only blush and 
say “Oh, Jack!” I felt I was walk 
ing on air, Mamie, I mean actually. 
Oh, but I was breathless. I knew that 
Jack had been cu-razy about me for a 
long time, and I knew that sooner or 
later he would ask me to be his—well. 
you know whiat, but now that he was 
on the point of asking me I was so 
happy. All I could think of was our 
little love nest we would have, and | 
decided that I want a place with a 
fireplace so that when Jack comes 
home at night he can sit in front ot 
the fireplace and I will get his slip 
pers, and oh, Mamie, we will hav: 
just the best time. 
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Ra 
Cop—What’s the matter, Mister, did you forget the combination? until I was ready to scream. Finally, 
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Se we went home and Jack kept 
talking about the wrestling matches 






























is leaving with a parting remark 
out watch Babe Ruth go after that 
me-run record again, but I grabbed 
I figured he was just bashful. 
What did you mean, Jack,” I ask, 
when you said there was something 
wanted to tell me when we got 
ne?” 
He looked blank for a minute and 
en laughed. “Oh, yeah, I remem- 
‘he said. “Do you know you are 





n awful sap about some things? 
I'here you was yellin’ your fool head 
it them big bums who was wres- 
ng, and they knew who was going 
win all the time. I wish you'd get 
irt and not be such a dumbbell all 
our life.” 
That is what he said, Mamie, but I 
now what he meant, and you might 
now that we are engaged—well, 
practically engaged, anyhow—and oh, 
Mamie, I am cu-razy about Jack, and 
whenever we go out we have just the 
best time. 


High Hat 
(Continued from page 21) 


najority of two thousand. Wishing 
to assure the voters of the opposition 
that they would receive fair treatment 
trom him, he ordered three thousand 
cards to that effect printed for mail- 


ing, although his secretary assured 
him that he was making a big mistake. 
Why? 


A man took out an insurance policy 

n favor of his wife containing a 

clause that the policy would be invalid 

t f he committed suicide within a vear. 
\ vear and a day later he turned on 

the gas and left us. Yet his wife 
| did not collect his insurance. Why? 
Last week’s answers:—The cashier 
ccused one particular bloke because 
d f all the new money presented her, 
his contained telltale pinpricks left by 
the pin she had used to attach the fiver 


t to the lining of her coat. 
In the one in the shoe store, the 
yr arber, of course, broke even; the 
l, ounterfeit chap gained thirteen dol- 
LS irs and a pair of shoes which was ex- 
0 ctly what the shoe store man was out. 
we -JupDGE, JR. 
I 
i 
( 
af Paper Profits 
p A news story says that an average 
ve of 39,148 persons handle a dollar bill 
ery year. “That’s as close as I ever 
came,” writes Kurvenal, “to getting 
pt iny name in the paper.” 
1es —Rvusset Crouse 


in the N. Y. Evening Post 
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“Good Lord! The market’s dropped again!” 
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AUVDGING““ BOOKS 


HE loyal but somewhat astigmatic 

Judaism of Ludwig Lewisohn is 
again to the fore in his latest, “The 
Last Days of Shylock.” It is the 
story of the great bargainer picked 
up from the point the trial ends and 
is done in the usual smooth, literate 


and praxitelean -sculpted style of Amer- 


ica’s most conscious Israelite and pro 
fessionally unemployed college profes- 
sor. However, again Ludwig has not 
written a book about his title as much 
as a book about himself and the prob- 
lem he finds it to be a Hebrew in a 
goyem world. Again, as before, he at- 
tempts to solve all racial difficulties 
by insisting the Jews go back to Zion. 
All this, mind you, is concealed—tho 
not very skilfully—under the cloak and 
suit of a historical romance. It fails 
to satisfy. 


However, while Ludwig's plan 


would be a very fine thing for the 
Christian gentlemen in the clothing 
business, it’s hard to see how the Jews 
would benefit by it. Since they are 
supposed by legend to own the United 
States why should they bother with a 
puny place like Jerusalem? If Otto 
Kahn, Bernard Baruch, Julius Rosen- 
wald, or the Guggenheims would be 
content to be mere Kings in Israel 
after being Emperors in America, 
they wouldn’t be what we don’t call 
dopes. 


“Gtvixa Wirn Revations” is a 

piece of good red entertainment 
by that interesting anomaly, a woman 
novelist who is at once competent, 
versatile and brilliant. We refer to 
the Englishwoman, Rose Macauley, 
who may never have written a great 
book but has never written a dull one. 
This time her story is of a novelist 
who attempts to classify people as 
types and fails. She does, however, 
get at the essential eccentricities of 
human relations against the heated 
luxury of the tropics. Queerly, in 
this idea, the book suggests Conrad. 
However, she is no magnetic Pole and 
does not press heavily on the loud 
pedal nor does she pound the key- 
board so melodramatically as did the 
maestro. Her theme is slighter, her 
tune gayer, her touch lighter, her pro- 
fundities not so forte. 
her people are more recognizable— 


Possibly, too, 


Conrad’s were so faraway from plain 
city folks like you or the groceryman. 
Witty, Miss Macaulay never sinks to 
the merely clever, which, we would 
like to impress on you, is saying a 
basketful. 


W: hate to Ps iss out the word. But 

Dr. Axel Munthe has pretty 
nearly ruined for us the thought of 
what a perfectly splendid set of 
memoirs he wrote (and we hope 


you've read them) in “The Story of 
San Michele.” For, crowding his luck 
on the first, which was a tremendous 
success, he now issues ““Memories and 
Vagaries.” After the rich feast otf 
“San Michele” this book suggests 
nothing more than nuggins, grubbins 
and table-droppings of what Mr. 
Munthe had left over from breakfast 
years ago. He should have known 
better. We don’t know of a single in 
stance where a man had more than 
one autobiography in him. “Trader 
Horn” is an example. It was swell 
but who can bear the thought of th: 
innumerable deadly sequels. This kill 
ing the goose that laid the golden egg 
may be a clear case of publisher's greed 
—but somehow we cannot complet: 
ly forgive Dr. Munthe. Judging him 
from “San Michele,” he seemed a fel 
low of such nicety and restraint, we'd 
never have thought it of him—no mat 
ter what his publishers demanded. 
Shane on him. 


Crm sJoTTtincs—‘The Rembrandt 

Murder” starts well but grows a 
bit maudlin in the love scenes, hence 
we can’t tell you how it ends; “The 
Black Ghost” is imitation Edgar Wal- 
lace, that is, if anybody can imitate 
Mr. Wallace any worse than he him- 
self; “The Dressing Room Murder” is 

(Continued on page 31) 





The street repairer looks for a lost collar button. 
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selow is reprinted the tenth problem in the $22,000 Bridge Contest, to- 
gether with Mr. Lenz’ solution. In following issues the two remaining problems 


will be show n. 


if successful contestants will be published. 


When scoring is completed, prizes will be awarded and names 


Mr. Lenz’ solutions of the first 


nine problems of the contest have appeared in earlier issues. 


Problem No. 10 


CARD READING AND RECON. 
STRUCTION 


@AQ1095 
Y 106 
©oK1063 
4A3 

















NORTH 
@ K876432 
YR 
oJ9 
4J2 
The Bidding: 
SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 
1 Heart | Pass 1 Spade | Pass 
1No Trump | Pass Pass Pass 








First Trick: 


West opens the four of Clubs, North 
plays the three, East the Jack, and | 
South the ten. 








HOW MANY CARDS OF EACH SUIT 
WERE ORIGINALLY HELD IN THE 


SOUTH HAND, AND IN THE WEST 
HAND? 


NAME AS CLOSELY AS POSSIBLE 
THE CARDS ORIGINALLY HELD BY 
SOUTH, AND BY WEST. 


Mr. Lenz’ Solution 
The Deal Complete: 


@AQ1095 
9106 
°K1063 


@K876432 
YKJ 

oJ9 

4J2 





YAQ9IS 
OoAQS 
$109876 


(Maximum score, 14 points) 


The opening lead of the four of 
Clubs, with the three and two in sight. 
designates a suit of but 
South’s play of the ten of Clubs under 
the Jack, although marked with five 
Clubs, can only be 


four cards. 


accounted for by a 
sequential holding from the six to the 
ten. If South were able to beat the 
Jack, he could have no good object 
in holding off. ‘The missing card in 
the Spade suit should be placed in the 
South hand as, without at least one 
card of suit bid by partner, a No 
Trump declaration is usually bad 
strategy. Too many cards of re-entry 
are required to set up the suit and 
bring it in. When void of partner’s 
suit, it is better to bid another suit, if 
unable to rebid the originai declara- 
tion. 


With South holding the Spade, 
West must have held a five-card suit. 
notwithstanding that the opening lead 
was from a suit of but four cards. 


It would be bad policy to lead up 
to the declarant the suit originally bid 
by him, so if West holds a five-card 
suit it must be Hearts, the suit bid by 
South on the first round. 


With but four Hearts, South may 
be marked with the best missing cards 





in the suit and to justify the original | 


bid South must have the Ace of Dia- 
monds. The bidding would also tend 


to show that South was more likely | 


than West to hold the better of the 
other Diamonds. 


It should be noted that the open- 
ing bid of a four-card suit, in prefer- 
ence to a five-card suit, was justifiable, 
because the longer suit was not headed 
by a sufficiently high honor to make it 
a biddable suit. 

The three indifferent cards held by 
South in Hearts and Diamonds are 
not essential to obtain the maximum 
score. 
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You never caught 
a bass 
with a bent pin 


| 


HE wise angler uses the best 
tackle he can get. Wise card 
players use the best cards. They 
refuse to sacrifice a dollar’s worth 
of patience and skill for the few 
pennies’ difference between good 
cards and poor quality cards. 
Naturally most of them prefer the 
distinguished Aristocrat Cards 
. so easy to shuffle, deal, fan, 
and pick up that you will be 
delighted . . . so superb in surface 
that they stay fresh much longer 
than others . . . so white and so 
beautifully printed that annoy- 
ing errors are avoided. High lus- 
trous finish as well as linen finish. 
You can always tell Aristocrats 
by their bank-note backs — ex- 
clusive in this brand. 





PLAYING CARDS 


RUSSELL PLAYING CARD CO. 
NEW YORK, U. S. A. 
Bridge and Poker Packs 


Vanufacturers also o 


the exquisite 
“Regal Multi-Color “ 


3ridge Cards 
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and 


CRUISE 


on the New 


DE LUXE MOTOR LINER 


KUNGSHOLM 


(26,700 Tons) 

‘OU couldn't choose a more colorful cruise! 

Visit San Juan with its glamour of Old 
Spain. Caracas, Venezuela—3000 feet up in 
the Andes. The spic and span Dutch isle of 
Curacao ...a trip thru the wondrous Panama 
Canal. Beautiful Jamaica with swaying palms. 
Gay Havana with its cafes, Casino, races and 
jai alai. The ““Kungsholm”™ offers every luxury 
and service. It is new, modern, spacious’ and 
has many special features, including Gymna- 
sium and two Swimming Pools 


Leaves New York 


March 14 


Visiting PORTO RICO - VENEZUELA 
CURACAO - PANAMA - JAMAICA -FIAVANA 


18 days-—-$222.50 up 
For illustrated booklet apply to 


SWEDISH 


21 State Street, New York, or local Agent 











CROSS WORDS 


What does the ambitious Solo- 
mon Islander try to get? Wrong 
again! Ahead. And that's a mild 
one from the rollicking collection 
of fifty of the best JUDGE cross 
word puzzles that our contributors 
have yet devised. You'll have to 
watch your step if you're going 
to have the last word in this argu- 
ment. Fifty snappy puzzles chuck 
full of wise-cracks and laughter, 
anyway you take ‘em, horizontal 
or vertical, all in JUDGE'S Second 
Cross Word Puzzle Book. 


Order your copy now. Five thou- 
sand rib-splitting laughs, all for 
$1.50. 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 
18 East 48th Street 2-28-31 
New York, N. Y. 


Dear Sirs: 

Please send me copies of Judge's 
Second Cross Word Puzzle Book, at 
$1.50 each, for which | enclose 


$ 


Name 
Address 


City State 








SOUTH AMERICA 





Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 197 
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Submitted by S. E. James, Trenton, N. J. 


Horizontal 


1. This sometimes comes for dinner stewed, and often gets 
in the soup, too. 

The day Seotchmen stay home. 

10. I find my coffee surrounded by this every morning 

13. These hang around in the kitchen. 

14. Whenever you mention this state to a Spaniard he sees red 

16. A five thousand two hundred and eighty footer 

17. Frog propeller. 

18. These folks lead a high life, and sing all day. 

19. This never gives out at tea time. 


20. You'll get tender results if you treat your chicken this 
way. 
22. A source of sweet stuff. 


23. Dumb Dora gets all her new coats from this tree. 

24. If this is too high, you'll never get over it. 

25. A lawyer's regard. 

27. How a night watchman’s dreams start. 

28. You may be down, but you're never out when you're like 
this. 

The old ancestral home. 

30. This may end in a crash. 

32. The office daddy (abbr.) 

33. Get out (Refined landlordese). 


35. This produces music from seven different places at once. 


37. The kind of duck that comes in late. 

38. This’ll get any car out of a stall. 

39. Only one out of a hundred. 

41. This pretty maiden is all wet. 

43. Ona windy day, this rivals the ocean for waves. 
45. The way to go from New York to Texas (abbr.) 
47. A good year for old hens. 

48 A subtle offspring (you'll never see this one). 
49. “And I don’t mean maybe!” 

50. A good place to rest before a drive. 

52. The bird with a big bill. (abbr.) 

53. Your best customer in war. 

54. Earl Carroll's girls wear less clothes than this. 
55. Belonging to the King. 

57. Aman of much wealth (until the tax collectors find him). 
59. Look close; this isn’t very plain. 

60. You just know this one is foolish. 

62. The first of reenforcements. 

63. Got new razor blades in Scotland. 

65. Can you see through this? It’s perfectly clear. 
67. Commit again (not a sin, but a sinner). 

68. A trek that stopped just before the end. 


| 69. Make the best of this; it’s not good. 


70. Smal fry. 
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Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed 


Vertical 


This is the Dobbs in Scotland. 

This always comes first. 

It’s a tough grind for this sometimes. 

That city in lowa. 

Soft feather bed. 

You can't pick a bone with me over this, though it is a 
good opening. 

You can take these for a spin. 

Little Alfred. 

This is in the Navy now 

What the Reno-bound lady said her husband never 
for her. 

Milk routes. 

This will make you take notice. 

Makings of a hot time. 

A woman maker. 

Nothing with something around it. 

A woman's fur coat bill will make her husband do th 

Skip this—you're liable to get caught. 

I tried for five, but couldn't make it. 

What the flowers were when it rained. 

This may be found where tide and current meet (ar 
a mouthful). 

People who ride this ship usually have lots of sand 

This comes out of the ground and lies on the grass 
the sun comes out. 

When my girl uses this, I see red. 

The newlyweds’ diner. i; 

When you're under this, your worries should end. 

Burglars should tread lightly on this kind of roof. ” 

What good waiters wait for. 3 

This is where Alfred E. Smith got his start. 

Acquire by labor. 

What a fat man uses to get light. 

If you go for this with another woman, wifie may start 
one. 

Some people get this way from playing strip poker (var 

What the gardener uses on the things he didn’t plant 

Fragrant resin or wood of the agalloch. 

A man with a home he can't go to. 

If it is necessary to lie, this is a good place to do it 

What a woman’s last word is. 

He may make it hot for you, but he’s a good friend 

This is pretty dry. 

What the man in the Brown Derby wears it for. 

This will help you live a clean life. 

This just hangs around the edge. 

An obliging man when you need someone to pul: for you 
(abbr.). 

Half cash. 

A good finish for beers. 












Judging the Books 
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fair Fletcher and you know how fair 
Fletcher can be at top weight and | 
form; and “Murder at the Vicarage” | 
is good Agatha Christie but not of her 
est, which means the makins of 
humor, swift writing and clean puzzle | 
ire there, but not the jelly to thicken 





them. 


Vo won't believe us but “The Dry 

Decade” is worth your time even 
tho it is a book chuck full of facts 
ibout that national dinner-table topic 
and bore, Prohibition. Charles Merz 
successfully avoids the clichés and 
bromides, i.e., the Methodists and the 


Eee 








gangsters and merely sets down the 

legislative history of the Noble Ex- 

periment. It may make you a little 

sick at your stomach to see the cold 

facts laid end to end, the greed, the 
ipathy and irresponsibility of our 
great men—but a good drink after 
taking it will square all. 


\ a time when there are so many bad 

books coming out the least Dodd, 
Mead and Company could have done 
would have been to send us a copy of 
Edgar Lee Masters’ “Lincoln the 
Man” for review. Even our spies 
have not been able to tell us whether 
t is as important a book as it seems 
to be, especially since the publishers 





issued the book without giving editors 
ind critics a chance to consult docu 
ments and authorities on Lincoln. 
Hence comment on the thing has be 
come a matter of Jeffersonian Demo- 
crats against Black Republicans. Any 
way, you look at it, we’re sore. 
Tep SHANE 





Add Americana 


s it too late to report that last 
Sunday the announcer introduced 
Judge Lindsey over the radio as “‘an 
authority on marriage and divorce and 
crime in general”? 
N. Y. Eveninea Post 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
IINIS N 





a 



































“Don’t look quite so natural, Elmer!” 


If you do not look natural, we will chase your 
Blues. By changing your facial expression—making you 


smile—laugh—be gay. 


Smiling is contagious — laughter is invig- 
orating and healthful. Learn to smile, learn to laugh, be a 
messenger of good cheer—read JUDGE each week and 


be assured of joyous laughter throughout the year. 


SUBSCRIBE NOW! 


JUDGE—18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 


Please send JUDGE for [] | year, $5.00. [J 2 years, $7.80 
[] 2! weeks, $2.00 
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@ Radio outlets . . . Electric refrig- 
eration . . . Period salons and roof 
patios for private functions . . . Swim- 
ming pool. . .Golf. . . Riding. . . and 
other unusual features. Adjacent 
to Theatres and Smart Shops. 


92 


56th Street at 7th Avenue, New York City 


Best Hotel Value 


¢¢¢ offering unusual 
comfort and privacy in the 
heart of Manhattan at a 
modest tariff. 


New York's 


1,2 and 3 


ROOM SUITES 
Residential —Transient 





Single Rooms four dollars per day and 
up. Double rooms eight dollars per 
day and up. Suites of living room and 


bed room from ‘ten dollars per day. 





Largest Single Rooms in New York 


entral 


PHONE—CIRCLE 7-8000 








J. E. Frawley, General Manager 



































Smart! Cosmopolitan | 
A Hotel 
of High Character 
on the 
Famous “Gold Coast” 





tub and shower—at $3. 


leit | 
Walton Ploce—adijoining Palmolive 
Building. J. 1. McDonell, Manager 


HOTEL 
KNICKERBOCKER 
CHICAGO 


GERMS ARE 
WITH 


ALWAYS FOUND 
DANDRUFF 


GLOVER'S 


Imperial 
MANGE MEDICINE 


S ANTISEPTIC FR 


SARCOPTKI 


POSITIVELY REMOVES 
DANDRUFF 


tor FREE, New Booklet on Care and 
Treatment of Scalp and Hair 


H. CLAY GLOVER CO.., Inc. 119 Fifth Ave., N.Y 


Standard $5 rooms with | 
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1931 Orders 


from new advertisers in 


Judge more than four 
times greater than cor- 
responding record a 
year ago. 




















TS 
LTZMAN‘'S 
Lincoln Building 
Opposite Grand Central Terminal 
60 East 42nd Street © NEW YORK 
Club Dinner with Dancing $2.00 per person 
6 to 9:30—Weekdays and Sundays. 
Cover Charge. Club Luncheon Complete 
$1.25. A la carte, of course. Dancing, Sat- 
urday Luncheon . Open Sundays at Noon. 


No 


A GOOD MIXER 


50c Sample for 25¢ in Stamps 
Address Abbott’s Bitters, Baltimore, Md. 
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The Theatre 
(Continued from page 16) 


tell that might have been told very 
simply and very intelligently. But, 
like a boozy man trying to open th: 
door by turning the key in his ear, }y 
exercised himself to make the job as 
complex and difficult as possible. Hy 
went in for bogus overtones, under 
tones and inbetweentones, heavy si 
lences hypothetically fruity with deep 
meanings, elliptical dialogic monkey- 
shines, symbolical delicatessen and 
gazes presumably fraught with a rich 
that, in 
made his simple story ambiguous and 
almost completely undecipherable but 
gave the playwright himself the hu 
morous aspect of a goat squatting on 
all fours and looking out inscrutably 


significance sum, not only 


| into space in an effort to convince all! 
| the onlookers that it is the Sphinx. 


Good plays and sound drama, Mr. 
Raisbeck should be told, do not strain 
to be something loftier 
than they intrinsically are. One can't 
take a mediocre play and make it 
better by dosing it up arbitrarily with 
oblique shenanigan. The trouble with 
Mr. Raisbeck is that he tried to put a 
lot of “thought” into a play that 
would have been twice as good if it 


themselves 


had been written in a simple, straight 
And the 
has paid is disrespect and 
prompt failure. 


forward emotional manner. 
price he 


Miss Helen Menken played the role 
of the singer returned to her child 
hood home illicitly enceinte with the 
weak artificiality of Welsbach burner 
Paul Muni, 
in the leading male role, was so Jol 
sonly vibratory that one expected him 
any moment to go into a mammy song. 


shining in the sunlight. 


Nathan Recommends 


“The Barretts of Wimpole Street” (Empir 
The Malvern Festival comedy-drama oi t 
Jarrett-Browning love bout and the tri 
it had at the hands of Papa Barrett. Kat 
arine Cornell has the leading role. 


“Private Lives” (Times Square)—The M 
Coward and the Mile. Lawrence act int 

a pleasant little comedy of matrimonial ex 
cursions. 


“The 


tell me 


Green Pastures” (Mansfield)—D 
you haven’t seen it yet or that y 
know ali about it, laggard! 


“The Vinegar Tree” (Playhouse)—Brig 
comedy, ably played, dealing with a venera 
coquette who imagines to her ineffable satis 
faction that she had a romantic passage in 
youth which she didn’t have. 


“Once (Music Box) 


gives you two and 


in a Lifetime” 
farce that 


| half hours of steady laughter. 


| 


“The New Yorkers” (Broadway)—Music: 
show with J. Durante, some good tunes, som 
saucy remarks and generally very enter 
taining. 


“Three’s a Crowd” (Selwyn) A lively an¢ 
original revue, with Allen, Webb and Ho!mat 
in saucy songs, dancing and flippancies 


“Fine and Dandy” (Erlanger)—Mr. (00% 
and his gay imbecilities,. 
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How ‘W ould You Like to 


Spend an Hour ‘With 


F you could sit beside this beautiful woman and hear from her 
own lips the strange story of her marriage to her brothers (one 
of whom she disposed of by poison which she tested on slaves) e 


nd of her life with Casar and Mark Anthony; you would be 


delighted. Her story would be one of ambition and love. 


As the last of the Ptolomies she was the heiress of legalized license, cultured 
but she had 
ieeming qualities; profligate and voluptuous as she was, she was an able 
itesman, knew many languages, had unusual literary tastes, imperious will, 
a4 a masculine boldness that made her one of the most remarkable women 


isuality, refined cruelty, and century-long moral turpitude. 


world has ever produced. 


Of course you can’t hear from her own lips her story but you can 
read all the facts, gossip, aud scandal known about her, and many other 
mous (and infamous) women, in the ten fascinating volumes made, 

















As | Now Offered in a Special 
sera f8Y8 by the Low Priced Edition 
at LI Ihara? 
Tiflanys of Publishers” on Free on Approval 


YOUR CHANCE TO LEARN ABOUT WOMAN 

Read about the woman who was forced to drink her husband’s health 
from her father’s skull and her revenge; how the women of Weinsberg 
carried their husbands to safety on their shoulders—and why. Learn 
how Helen of Troy caused a ten years’ war—and how a Princess 
drowned herself to stop further wars over her beauty. 

FAMOUS LOVERS 

This is your chance to read about the famous lovers, Heloise and 
Abelard; about Margarida, who unsuspecting ate her lover’s heart; and 
how the Turkish Emperor Orkham beheaded his beautiful wife Theodora 
before his ministers who objected because she was a Christian. 

HAREMS AND SLAVES 

You enter the harem with its beauti‘ul slaves. You meet the Aetere with 
whom the ancient Greeks found solace. You see the Inca Sun Virgins and 
the Vestal Virgins of Rome. You learn about the geisha girls of Japan. 

WOMAN—TENDER AND CRUEL 

On one hand you see Saint Rosalie and the miracle of roses or Lady 
Godiva riding naked through town to help the people. On the other the 
Russian countess who had water poured over nude girls to make frozen 
statues; the French women who sat unmoved as heads fell from the guil- 
lotine; and Empress Irene who blinded her son—yet was made a saint. 

MANY CURIOUS STORIES 

You read the curious stories of how Princess Eleanor proved to council 
she was not a leper; how Empress Eudocia was expelled from the palace 
almost naked; how an emperor’s sister was forced to appear in court tied 
in a bag full of cats; and how Empress Helena buried her husband 
and sons with her own hands to save their bodies from the dogs. 






Full size library volumes, 8x 5% x1 inches, 


THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
Rittenhouse Square, Philadelphia. 





A FEW OF THE STRANGE TALES 
You will read how Emperor Theophilus chose his bride; how the 
Suliote women, facing dishonorable surrender, jumped to death. You 
will learn how two gentlemen threw dice to decide which was the father 
of a child of that beauty, Ninon de Lenclos; of how her son unsuspecting 
fell in love with her and, upon learning the truth, shot himself. 
YOU MEET FAMOUS WOMEN 
You meet Catherine the Great, Jeanne d’Arc, Madame du Barry, Em- 
press Josephine, Marie Antoinette, Nell Gwyn, Messalina, Lucrezia Borgia, 
the Queen of Sheba, Jezebel, and hundreds upon hundreds of others. 
SENSATIONAL SAVINGS TO YOU 
The $150.00 limited edition paid for the plates so we can offer you this 
edition, from the same plates, for a fraction of that price. By ordering a 
large quantity in a slack season we got the lowest cost. But people snap- 
ped them up so now only a few sets remain; soon they will be sold. 
COMPLETE SETS FREE ON APPROVAL 
We will send you the ten de luxe volumes bound in royal purple cloth 
stamped in gold. In them you will meet famous women from ancient 
Carthage, Greece, and Rome; from the harems of Turkey and the slave 
markets of Babylon, from the Far East and the South Seas. 
GOOD ‘WOMEN AND BAD 
You will meet queens, saints, sinners, Amazons, murderers, 4 
martyrs, courtesans, bacchantes, and Spartans. Good wom- ! 
en and bad—you meet them all. Take advantage of your 
opportunity. Don’t miss it. You get over 4000 pages 
of pleasure just by signing the coupon. 
SEND NO MONEY 
Enjoy these books at our expense for 
§ days. If you don’t find them en- 
trancing, want them for your library, 
and think them a wonderful bar- 
gain—return them at our ex- 
pense. But once seen you 
will want to keep them. 


MAIL 
THE 
COUPON 
NOW 


















&” ACT 

NOW. 

& DON'T 

wo DELAY. 
IMPORTANT. 

COXEEIEICKAIIIIII 

&” Wise readers will rap- 

4 idly snap up the last of 

sg this edition. To be sure of 
your set tear off the coupon 

while you have it in your hand. 


(xxrre. 
THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PHILA. 
You may send me for inspection, charges 
paid, the 10-volume set of WOMAN, bound 
rin purple cloth. I will return the set in 5 days or 
4 send you $1 as a first payment and $2 a month for 
irmonths Canada (duty paid) add one $2 payment. 


4 
4 
oP Name -_ — 


—$— 3 







ADDRESS 
l— Check here it you wish the maroon Spanish leather finish 
} fabrikoid and change payments to 14 months J. 2-28-31 




















3) 
er 


SWING ALONG! 


Tuere’s a thrilling freshness in the smoke of a Cam 


delicately blended fragrance, sunny and mild 
never even been approached by any other c 


Swing along with the modern crowd—to Camels 


smoke-enjoyment. 


CAMEL 


© 1931, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco 
Company, Winston-Salem, N. C. 





